SKULL-MEASURING

Around the inner edge of the circle Awwadh the ah,
master of ceremonies, ran hither and thither, slashing with
a whip in his hand before the naked feet* of spectators,
wherever they pressed too closely.

A dozen paces within the ring was the pathjof the main
performers - a stream of young negroes and negresses, who
came sweeping round and round the circle in grand parade
- young slave girls, singly or in pairs, sturdy, black as ebony,
and high of bosom, selected doubtless for their superior
graces in the eyes of men. A black muslin veil shrouded
each girl's head and drooped about the shoulders, of so
flimsy a material that it did not conceal, but rather accen-
tuated the effect of her flashing eyes, her thick scarlet-
painted lips, her nose-ring, ear-rings and necklaces of gold.
Her dress, new doubtless for the occasion, was a single
mantle of starched indigo that glistened in the sun. One end
of its long sweeping train she held up fastidiously between
finger and thumb, the arm outstretched level with her
shoulder, the other arm lay close to her side with the hand
poised a span or so from the hip and palm turned back at
almost right angles to the wrist. And thus she moves; her
head motionless, her face turning neither to right nor
left, her body moving by some subtle shuffle-step that
has the sinuous slide of a skater. Before her leaps an eager
youth, in his hand a drawn sword that quivers with a flick
of the wrist; now on this side, now on that, now turning
about to face her - spellbound he seems, like the moth to
the candle. Other male slaves, threes and fours in line>
rifles held above their heads, stalk round in the more
deliberate measure of the horse-dance and looking straight
to their front regardless of beauty*

The afternoon wears on*   More and more candidates.
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